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CHAPTER

LOTS AIR, who was very sensible to the charms ot
found at first relief in the beauties of Muriel, The season
was propitious to the scene. August is a rich and leafy
month, and the glades and avenues and stately trees of his
parks and pleasaunces seemed at the same time to soothe
and gladden his perturbed spirit. Muriel was still new to
him., and there was much to examine and explore for the
first time. He found a consolation also in the frequent re-
membrance that these scenes had been known to those
whom he loved. Often in the chamber, and often in the
bower, their forms arose; sometimes their voices lingered
in his ear; a frolic laugh, or whispered words of kindness
and enjoyment. Such a place as Muriel should always be
so peopled. But that is impossible. One cannot always
have the most agreeable people in the world assembled
under one's roof. And yet the alternative should not
be -the loneliness he now experienced. The analytical
Lothair resolved that there was no happiness without sym-
pathy.

The most trying time were the evenings. A man likes
to be alone in the morning. He writes his letters and reads
the newspapers, attempts to examine his steward's ac-
counts, and if he wants society can gossip with his stud-
groom. But a solitary evening in the country is gloomy,
however brilliant the accessories. As Mr. Phoebus was not
present, Lothair violated the prime principles of a first-class
Aryan education, and ventured to read a little. It is diffi-
colt to decide which is the most valuable companion to a
country eremite at his nightly studies, the volume that
keeps him awake or the one that sets him a-slumbering.

At the end of a week Lothair had some good sport on